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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

With a singing river I used to run 
Wild with wonder: now 
There is no river, there is no sun, 
Only an old vow. 

And this dull chant goes through my head, 
And this dull moan sinks in my heart: 
Half of my body must be dead, 
We are apart. 

DROUTH 

You cannot persuade us to stand lovely and unseasonal, 

Perpetual spring and perpetual winter 

Forever drifting petals across the picture of your existence. 

Frames we can never be for the miniature of your days; 
Nor can we decorate your sky 

With a single branch of us chosen for the dashed loveliness 
you prefer. 

Nor can we die, petal by petal by petal, 
Across thirty years, as you would have us, 
Decorating by our death 
The design of your days. 

SATURDAY AFTERNOON 

Oh, if my soul were lifted like a tree 
Up from the little stones that lie on me ! 
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